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ever live for? Drudgery, beatings; never saw anyone
but my husband, never knew anything but fear! I never
even noticed how Pavel grew up, and I don't know whe-
ther I loved him or not while my husband was alive. All
my thoughts and all my worries were about one thing—
to stuff that brute of mine with food, to do his pleasure
without keeping him waiting, so's he shouldn't get angry
and beat me—so's he'd take pity on me just for once! But
I don't remember that he ever did. He used to beat me
as if it wasn't his wife he was beating, but everybody he
had a grudge against. For twenty years I lived like that.
I've forgotten what it was like before I got married.
When I try to think back, everything's a blank. Yegor
Ivanovich was here—we're both from the same town. He
spoke about many -things, but I? I remember our house,
and I remember the people, but I don't remember how
they lived or what they said or what became of them. I re-
member a fire. Two fires. It's as if everything was flogged
out of me and my soul was sealed up tight, deaf and blind."
She gasped for breath like a fish snatched out of the
water.
"My husband died," she went on, leaning forward
and lowering her voice, "and I turned to my son, but he
was taken up with this business. That was hard to bear;
I was dreadfully afraid for him. How could I go on living
if anything happened to him? What tortures I went
through! My heart fairly burst when I thought of what
might happen to him."
She paused for a moment, then with a shake of her
head she said with great significance, "It's not a piire
love, our woman's love. We love what we need for our
own sakes. But when I look at you, grieving so for your
mother—what's she to you? And all these other people
suffering so for the sake of others ... going to jail and
to Siberia ... dying ,.. young girls walking so far alone
at night, through the mud,' through the rain and the
snow—seven versts from the town to our house! What
makes them? Why do they do it? Because thiey have a

